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„HAHI | fucking KNEW that there's something weird going on behind my back! And now | found out!" 

Kirk, who was fully dressed in his usual sterile green surgeon's clothing, shot Lars an annoyed look then went 
on to castrate a fat bunny on the operating table of his secretly installed operating room deep down in the 
basement of Lars’ house. 


"And what took you so long to find out?" he asked, slightly sarcastically. 


| had to snoop around for WEEKS, and now | know why our poor bunnies don't cuddle and can't get babies any 


longer. You are so mean! You, and your even meaner accomplice in crime .. lim SO disappointed!" 


Jason, who was said ‘accomplice in crime’, said nothing while he went on to assist Kirk. 


Then Lars noticed the both cages with two already operated - and now softly snoring - bunnies on another 


table, and he completely lost it. 


His green eyes were ripped open wide, now, and his face had got red. He accusingly pointed at those cages, 


fingers trembling. 


"These are none of ours!" he hissed. "Now | fucking know why such a lot of sick fuckers with pet cages use to 
enter our house, and then leave WITHOUT their cages, just to come back some hours later and get out WITH 
said cages .. hose poor pets of them are losing their manhood just because of YOUR clearly sick activities, and 


so they can't cuddle and get babies any longer. You are so mean! .. HAH! | fucking KNEW it!" 


He was in fury, now, his face sweaty and red in anger, and he bounced around at the door. He tried to get 
near the operating table, but as he saw the blood on Kirk's and Jason's sterile gloves, he got pale and hopped 
back at the door as fast as possible. 


"And | guess that you are making lots of money aside Metallica by your moonlighting without telling me," he 
now yelled at Kirk. "What are you doing with all this money? You must have several secret bank accounts, in 


Switzerland for example, or somewhere on a dubious Caribbean isle. And Jason as well ... I'm SO disappointed!" 


Kirk sighed and rolled his eyes without looking at Lars. He was busy to do some last stitches to get closed the 
operating wound on the fat bunny's belly, assisted by Jason who still preferred to stay silent. 


"There ain't any shady deals, and also no secret bank accounts," he quietly said. "l'm working for free, and 
whenever Jason is assisting me, he works for free, too. | have got lots of operating lessons by our vet, and | 
like to do this job. EVERYBODY knows that I'm licensed to castrate small pets .. Everybody! Except you! You 
always just use to wonder about the fact that our bunnies don't have got babies for month. But we have 
more than enough bunnies, and they've got babies after babies, flooding our house. | couldn't stand it any 
longer and had to stop it .. You are as naive as a rock or a slimy worm, it's unbelievable .. Even James knows 
about it .. And, by the way, | paid up for everything inside my operating room by myself. So, don't get 
hysterical, darling." 


He finished his operating handiwork and looked at Jason. 


"Done. You can get Missus Fatty Bunny back to her cage, Jase. We'll clean up the operating table .. And 


ourselves, of course. Then we'll have a coffee break, and after that we'll operate the both also fat hamsters 


Now, Lars ruffled his hair in desperation and wiped his sweaty forehead. 


"| don't believe it," he finally croaked. "lim SO disappointed!" 


Kirk just shrugged. 


I'm not very impressed by your disappointment, baby. And I'll go on with my operating job because | love it ... 


There's no way for you to stop me." 


Lars open-mouthed stared at Kirk in disbelief. 
Then he swallowed hard several times, looking Kirk up and down. 


"Well, |... lm sure that you do a very good job," he managed to say. "I think that everybody needs a hobby .." 


"Absolutely," Kirk mentioned. He got rid of his bloody operating gloves but kept on his operating clothes. "So, 
what do you want to do against my hobby?" 


Lars swallowed hard another time. 


"Uh, well, | think that | won't .. that | won't do something against your ... your hobby .. But ... but it's JUST 


because you are looking so fucking sexy in these operating clothes." 


